HERMAN MELVILLE

Vivenza. There has been an uprising in Franko (France)
which resembles that of 1848. Vivenza is troubled over slavery.
The allegory is not so explicit as this for long, but becomes
a transcendental hunt for perfect happiness and knowledge.
Full of sumptuous inventions, it is a miscellany of ideas on
countless themes. Occasional moods of satire bring realism
into the narrative. The chapter Dedicated to the College of
Physicians and Surgeons is one of the wittiest in English,
that on Dreams one of the most beautiful Again and again
Melville achieves the epic prose of his later masterpiece. But
this is epic prose without an epic story, and so is often hollow.
Without a large, clear, powerful subject Melville with all his
gifts could make no more of Mardi than a magnificent failure.
In Rcdbum the same year he was straightforward, and in
White Jacket the next he kept within intelligible bounds,
however much he poured a dramatic passion into his materi-
als. In particular he stressed the cruelty of flogging, at a mo-
ment when there was a bill before Congress to abolish that
punishment in the Navy. The tumult of his racing imagina-
tion did not too much disturb Melville's firm grasp of tan-
gible human affairs. He was a man as well as a romancer.
Married in 1847 to Elizabeth Shaw, daughter of the chief-
justice of Massachusetts, Melville lived for nearly three years
in New York, with a visit to London and Paris in the winter
of 1849-50, and the following October established his family
on a farm at Pittsfield, near Hawthorne who had recently
come to live at Lenox, a few miles away. The two men be-
came friends, but Melville did not find in Hawthorne the
ardors he had expected. Hawthorne was fifteen years older,
and serene in melancholy rather than violent in bitterness,
as Melville was. Hawthorne at Lenox was writing The House
of the Seven Gables while Melville at Pittsfield was writing
Moby Dicfc (1851). "Shall I send you a fin of the Whale by
way of a specimen mouthful?" Melville asked Hawthorne
while his novel was in the press, "The tail is not yet cooked,